instinctive tackiness of a pig-headed peasant seeped out in
his tone of voice
'Since the Baron's death,31 remarked, 'Mongolia        '
The Baron is not dead,9 the monk interrupted rne,
severely 'He abandoned his remains and reincarnated
himself in the body of a Mongol To-day he is ten years
old The Chinese and the Russians are searching for him
in order to kill him Poor fools1 They imagine that by
killing him they will stop him reincarnating himself again
But they won't even find him He is well hidden, and only
three lamas can approach him In five years and seven
months he will resume his ride across the Gobi Desert,
and nobody will be able to resist him 9
I recalled a sentence in Keyserhng's letter 'I see you
m the future leading armies and launching attacks' The
comparison was only too obvious
Complacently contemplating those indecently bare
hands of his, the monk manoeuvred, advancing and re-
treating Coppery gleams swarmed in his beard Not once
did he let me catch him in the very act of lying
I asked him whether Ungern had embraced Buddhism
'One does not become a convert to Buddhism,' he re-
plied 'Either one is a Buddhist, or one is not *
I inquired whether Vahmdra had ever been in Urga,
the capital of Mongolia He replied that he had 'also'
been in Urga
Then I questioned him about the Baron's political and
religious views
'We discussed them at length,* said the monk, and,
with an expression which registered deliberate boredom,
he looked out of the window
'But what about them?' I persisted 'Was he a
monarchist? Did he aspire to create an empire? Did he
ever mention Genghis Khan?'
'He admired all great warriors, from Napoleon to
Genghis Khan'